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myself till I looked in the mirror. But mirrors have no obliging-
ness ; they always speak the truth, and I am constrained to fed
extremely pale to-day. [Us bows.] Your servant, Miss Felicity,
There is small need to ask what answer your mirror made when
it looked back into that rose-garden, your face.
FELICITY, At least it did not flatter me, Lord Francis.
WEBLING. It knew better than to attempt the impossible,
[Looks at ZACHARIAH.]    Do I identify the back as Cousin
Zachariah's ?   I am your humble servant, sir.
[ZACHARIAH makes no motion,    WEBLING raises voice.
Mr Zachariah, your servant,
[ZACHARIAH shuffes but does not turn.    WEBLING sighs
and sits.
Indeed, the one great hardship I foresee in a country life is to
grow accustomed to the manners of the bucolics.
ISAAC. We are not all to be judged by a peevish boy.
WEBLING. I am happy to acknowledge it, Mr Hammond
There are sharp contrasts  in the  country where,  naturally,
there are swine and, amazingly, there are such pearls as never
gleamed in any Court.
ZACHARIAH [turning and coming to bifn\. Lord Francis Webling,
you have insulted me.
WEBLING [rising]. In London, sir, I should have said the
prior insult was that which your back offered me, but I am a
stranger to the country and backs may be as much the mode
as faces are in town.
ZACHARIAH. Will you come to plain words, sir ?   I hate you,
WEBLING. You  appear  to  find  hatred  a  most  absorbing
emotion, Mr Zachariah.   Must I remind you there is a lady
present ?
ZACHARIAH [striking him}. Now do you understand me, sir?
Will you fight or must I brand you coward as well as villain ?
ISAAC. This brawling------
WEBLING. Nay, Mr Hammond, I vow the boy is positively
heroical. But I will not fight you, Mr. Zachariah, and for
the reason that when I fight, I fight right-handedly.
[Pointing with left hand to his sling.
ZACHARIAH. Oh, Satan protects his own.